WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
2.  My luncheon, consisting of a sandwich and a drink, usually costs ten (10) cents, unless I frequent a free-lunch counter, when it costs five (5). Since looking at the expanse of cheek in the picture which you send (and for which I thank you kindly) I have about resolved to intermit lunches for the time being.   If this sounds too Spartan, remember that a great deal of Nourishment can be bought between Washington Square and Central Park, if you still feel atrophied after lunching with me.  For dinner I pay (including tip) from sixty to eighty-five cents, except on rare occasions when I feel proud and sassy — on which occasions I sometimes reach the dizzy and disastrous peak of a dollar ten.
3.  The weather will be fine. Shut up, I say it will!
I haven't touched the Masque,1 but have plunged in medias res with the play.2 It bids fair to be short (perhaps 50 minutes to an hour to act) but it's developing pretty well. I found myself embarrassed a good deal at first by the dull monochromatic medium of everyday speech, but
* That is,         making the first draft the preceding spring. s The fint   draft of what eventually became "The Faith Heater.'9
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